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And brightens into Sp RING, 


Then each ætherial Warbler knows 


His Seaſon when to ſing. 


II. 


The genial Ray begins to ſtrike 
In ſoft vivifick Fires, 


And all the SoNs of VERSE alike 


Inchant, as that inſpires, 


III. The 


ES 3 


III. 


The plaintive Co ckoo waits the Prime 
Of Earth - perfuming S DRIN, | 
Yer, like the wandring Wheel of Time, 


She's ever on the Wing. 


IV. 54 * 1 

Tuſt as thro' APRIL's ſhow'ry Air . ; | 
The Dew - bright Radiance peeps, 

And NATURE, like the melting FAI R, © 


Looks beauteous tho' ſhe weeps. 


V. 
Her changeleſs Accent ſweet and flow, 
So ſoftens and diſarms, 
That even Music can't beſtow 


Variety more Charms. 


VI. N 


Yet ere th elucient Solſtice glows 


With CaxcEeR's redding Fires, 
The Cuckoo like the Prot xi x grows, 


And in the Blaze expires. 


VII. But 
: 
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VII. 
But yet the LARK in Tune abounds, 


And wings the Noon- tide Flames, 


i; Like ME MN ON Statue it reſounds, 


Enliven d by the Beams. 


VIII. 
Vet ſtill the SUMMER Landſcape flies, 
Her Sun ſhine Pleaſures paſs 
Juſt as her own frail Image dies 


Upon the mimick Glaſs. 


3 IX. 

| Her Muſick languiſhes ere long. 

F Even PHILOMELS no more, 
And NATURE re- aſſumes the Song 


She only can reſtore. 


= 
SUMMER invites ſome Birds to ſing, 
Some chirp it in the FALL: 
Each tries its Melody in SPRING ; 


But ROBIN ſings in all. 


XI. The 


[6] 


XI. 
The fierceſt HxArs and Col p, ſecure, 
Their Impotence employ; 
He can the WIN TE RVS Rage endure, 


The SUMMER Smiles enjoy. 


XII. 
No Morning fair, but what's begun 
By ROBINS tuneful Lay, 


He warbles to the Setting Sun, 
Vet riſes with the Day. 


XIII. 
With no reſplendent Plumage dreſt, 
His decent Wings we fee; 
His Beauty's 45 in his BREAST, 
Where wiſe Men's ought to be. 


XIV. 
Thro' every Change of Good and Bad, 


Viciſſitude can't harm; 


Each BLACK BIRD and CAN AR Is fad, 


When ROBIN ſtill can charm. 


XY. The 


17 


XV. 
The BIRDS of PRET, by Rapine taught, 
Are only wiſe for Gain, 
And Nature, in a ſeeming Fault, 


Beſtows more Power than Brain. 


XVI. 
Snares, Guns, and CRAFTS-MEN here employ ; | 
But ROBIN each Man's Friend; 
And where tis Paſtime to deſtroy, 
Tis rolly to intend. 


XVII. 
The KITE and BUZZARD may explore 
The Spoils of Victim Mick; 
But who prefers the OwL before 


The BIRD of PARADISE? 


XVII. 
JovE's EAGLE may, with tow'ring Wings, 
To his own Throne aſpire ; 


But the inſtructive FaBLE fings, 


The Prudent WREN roſe higher, 


XIX. This 


XIX. 
This Bird, as * Annaliſts relate, $29 3411 


Our Country could reſtore; \ 
A Wren ſecur'd half BRITAIN's Fate, HA 
A ROBIN Now does more. 8 128 


* There's an old Tradition among the native Iriſh, that the Wx EN, b 
fluttering upon the Drums of the Engliſh, alarmed them in their Camp, which 
prevented the Deſign of the approaching Jriſb, who by Surprize intended to 
have defeated and extirpated the Engliſh. On this Account 'tis a Cuſtom, that 


the common Iriſh, over the whole Kingdom, celebrate to this Day, an Anni- 
verſary Perſecution of the WREN. F421 | 


N. B. St. STEpHEN's Day. 
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